CHAPTER V
THE HIGH DRIVE TO SPEZIA
THE nice chambermaid brought us our breakfast next
morning; we were glad of that. She had no French, but
we had struck up in a wordless way a sort of friendship, and
this morning she looked at us, I thought, almost pityingly.
Did she know about that dinner the night before, then? Sweet
of her, if she did.
We hastened to pack-
I had to wait some time for the bill; no one apparently
was up. I was shown into a ceremonial and musty mla> a very
Italian apartment with ponderous brown carved furniture
-shabby, however, and with dirty yellow curtains; but it had
the view.
Not much view this morning except wet palms; for it was
raining. The sky was sadly gray. The Spicier, just out of bed
and not too heedfully dressed, with a bit of soiled nightshirt
protruding from his bosom, came stepping softly in from a
den he had next door, I caught sight of appalling confusion-
heaps of dingy bedclothes, utensils, garments; unspeakably
watchful was his eye, as he sat down at an immense brown
table and began to write. He wrote and wrote; I felt a fore-
boding. What in the world was he doing at such length?
Briskness suddenly came upon him; with a look of sub-
dued triumph he laid a long document before me, then, not
quite rubbing his hands, stood back to view the effect. Hal
as I thought; the bill came to nearly twice the amount agreed
upon, (Pranzo, 40 lire, I read; that feast, last night)
And then the battle began* The Spider was majestic. Oh
no, madame was quite mistaken; he would call mia figlia* Mia
56